CHAPTER SEVENTEEN
A Fete Day in Guernsey
IN Guernsey everyone owns a boat, goes to the cinema
at least once a week and to church on Sunday. Every-
one, too, within a certain circle of friends, gives two cock-
tail parties a summer, at which you meet the same people,
varying in numbers from forty to one hundred and fifty.
No bars or public-houses are open on the Sabbath, which
accounts, I suppose, for the large number of loungers
about the harbour and on the sea wall during that day.
Everybody seems to have the air of waiting stolidly with
a certain amount of sullen discontent for something which
they know is never going to happen.
The small yacht on which we spent such.pleasant times
at Garoupe I sold very soon after leaving the South of
France. I parted from her with great regret, but her
draught made her an impossible proposition. She was
too small to face the Bay of Biscay and the sea voyage
home ; on the other hand, she drew just too much water
for the canals. We compromised by re-christening the
motor yacht I bought in Southampton the Echo and,
although she never took quite the same place in our affec-
tions, she was considerably larger and her accommodation
was much more adequate. We spent several very pleasant
summers upon her.
My house in Guernsey was a stiff Cromwellian-looking
building with a certain austere dignity of its own. The
gardens were pleasant and prolific, but we were never
quite at our ease there, for the day after I paid over the
purchase money I was told that some land belonging to
the adjoining estates which I had tried to buy might
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